The old man was now, it appeared, ready
to be extremely frank, but we had no time.

In the cramped office, sitting on the
rapidly-disintegrating chairs of the late land-
owner, they were holding a meeting just as
the old man had said. It was hard to make
out through the smoke of plug tobacco, how
many persons were present, but there was
enough din for a score or so. Unfortunately
we never did discover what was on the agenda,
for the moment we entered, a curly-haired
man, with a black beard, and round, girlishly-
sentimental eyes, asked us who we were.

A conversation began which was in turns
official and hostile, passionately inimical,
and at last, after nearly two hours, simply
businesslike. I had been wrong, it appeared.
The commune was desperately sick, but by
no means ready to give up the ghost, and,
recognizing in ourselves uninvited grave-
diggers, it became highly indignant, and
gathering up its failing strength, displayed
a remarkable thirst for life.

One thing was clear: fifteen hundred
hectares was too much for the commune.
-One of the causes of its poverty lay in. this
superfluous wealth. We had no difficulty in
coming to an agreement as to the possibility
of dividing up the land. The commune was
still readier to give up to us the palaces, the
battlemented walls and turrets, with the
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